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Merry little urchins, full of fun and noise. 
Not a care or trouble. Happy little boys ! 
Watch that little fellow; hear him gaily jest, 
He is very lucky, winning from the rest. 


I hear a girl’s voice saying: “ Tom, you must 
not play 

And keep the marbles that you win. What 
will Mamma say ? ” 

Oh,” replies young Tommy, with a happy 
smile. 

As he adds more marbles to his growing pile, 

Nobody *s a-cheatin’, we ’re all a-playin’ fair. 

And I’m almost certain Mamma would n’t 
care.” 

So the game continues. Tommy still is 
winning. 

And he never questions whether he is sinning. 




Tommy’s luck is changing, and the happy 
smile 

Leaves his face as quickly as the marbles 
leave his pile. 

Now the game is ended, and he counts the 
cost: 

Crockeries, mibs, and agates, all, oh, all are 
lost! 

Give me back my marbles I ” Tommy wildly 
weeps. 

Mamma says it’s wicked, when you play for 
keeps!” 


Through ray open window, summer breezes 
straying. 

Bring the shouts of school-boys with their 
marbles playing. 





